

The Hiftory ef 

O, the Diueil take fuchcoozcners, God forgiue me. 
Good vnkle tell your ta!e,I haue done* 

War. Nay, ifyou haue nor, to it againe. 

We will itay yout leilure. 

H 't« l haue done y ray th. 

Wor . 1 hen o: te more to your Scottifli Prifbners, 
Deliuenhem vp without their ranfome ftraight 9 
And make the Dowglat ionne your onely meanc 
For powers in Scotland) which for diners reafons 
Which ! fha!l fend you written, bee allur'd, 

Will eafiiy be granted you, my Lord. 

Your fbnne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fecretly into the bofomecreepe 
Of that lame noble Prelate, wel-bclou’d. 

The Archbifhop. 

Hot. Of Torke, i* it not? 

Wsr.True,who beares hard 
Hi s brothers death at Brifiow the Lord Seropt z 
I i'peake not this in eftimation. 

As what I thinkc might bee,but what 1 know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet downc. 

And onely ftaics but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that lhall bring it on. : ‘ 

Hot. I fmellitjvpoa nay life it will doe well. 

Nor. Before the game's afoote,thou Hill let’ll flip. 
Hou W hy,it cannot choofe but be a noble plot. 
And then the power of Scotland) and of Torkf i 
To ioyne with Mortimer ,ha. 

Wor. And fo they lhall. 

Hot, In fayth it is exceedingly Well aimde, 

Wor, And ’tis no little reafon bids vsfpetd, 

To faueouiheads,byrayfirgof a head; 

For,bcare our le! ies as cuen as wee can. 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt;, 

And thinkc wee thinke oar feluesvnfatisfitd a 
Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. J 
And fee already ,now he doth begin * 

To make ys ftrar-ger* ;o his lookesof loue. 
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UotMtt does :he« doesjweelc bee reueng’don him. 
rvor. Coufin , farewell. No furthergoeinthis, 

Then I by Letters fhalldircd your courie 
When time is ripe, which will bee fuddenly: 

He ftealc to Glendorver , and loe , Mortimer , 

-Where you and , and our powers at once, 

Asl willfafldon it ,fhall happiiymeer, . ... . 

To beareoar forttth.es ia oar owne IbrongSrmes,- 
Which now wee hold at much vneertainty. 

Nor. Farewell,good brother r we (hall thriuc,! trult. 
ffot.Vaklc , sdue : O let the houres bee Ihort , 
TiirFields,& Biowes,andJroue$, applaud our fptirt Exeunt. 

Enter a. farrier with Lamer** it* hitbdnd B , 
i Car. Heigh ho.an it be not foure by the day, lie be hahgd, 
Charlet-waim is ouer the new Chimney, and yet our koirfc not 
pack t. What Oftlerl 

Oft. Anon, anon. . £ 

i.CV.I prethee Tow, beat Cuts Saddie.put a few Flocks in 
thepoint, poore lade is wrung in rhe Withers out ©fall pefic. 

Enter another Carrier. r 5, 

• CtnPeafc and Beanes arc as dankebeere as a dog, and that 
is the next way to gine poore lades the Bocsithis houfe is tur* 
nedvpfidc downe fince Oftler died. 

1. Car. Eoore fellow neucr ioyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was thfc death of him. 

2. Car. I thinks this to bee the moft villandus houft in all 
London road for Fleas,I am flung like a Teach, 

1. Car. Like a Tench ? by the Mafic there is ne’re a King 
chriften could be better bit, then I haue bio fince the fir A cock. 

z.Car. Why, you will allow vs ne'iealordaine, and then we 
leakc in your Chimney , and your Chamber-lie hr eedes Fleas 
like a Loach. 

1 .C<r. What O flier fic me away, and be hangd^ome away. 
a.C<*r.I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two rafts of Ginger, 
to bedeliuercdasfarre as Chartng.croJJ'e. 

t.Car. Gods body, the Turkies in my panier are quite ftar- 
hedrwhat O flier ? a plague on thte,haft thou neuer an eye in 
thy head? canftnothearc , and ’twere not as good a deed as 
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